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TO THE READER. 


Lon writer of the preſent Poem, thinks it neceſſary to acquaint the 
Public, that it is founded on a ſhort traditionary ſtory, which reached 
him by the following accidental circumſtance. A gentleman in Stir- 
lingſhire, well known for his reſearches into antiquity and national cha- 
racer, chancing while on a tour to the Hebrides, to hear ſome perſon 
ſay, I never burn my Harp for a Woman,” took occaſion to aſk the 
meaning of the proverb. He received for anſwer, a ſimple unadorned 
tale, ſomewhat ſimilar to the ground work of the preſent Poem; the 
ſingularity of which, ſtruck him ſo forcibly, that, he committed it to 
writing. On a viſit, ſome years ago, to a friend who had accidentally 
ſeen the manuſcript, he related this little artleſs ſtory to the author, and, 
with his uſual glow of colouring, diffuſed ſuch an air of Novelty and 

Paſſion over it, as to ſuggeſt an idea, that ſomething intereſting might 

be made of it in verſe. The jr/t part was written ſhortly after, but the 

author's ſudden departure from Europe, put a ſtop for ſome time to 

any further attempt; although he muſt confeſs, inclination repeatedly 

diſpoſed him to finiſh what he had begun. A tedious paſſage home, 

furniſhed him with ample opportunities to gratify this propenſity — his 
reſidence in Britain ſince his arrival, has enabled him to receive the o- 
pinion of his friends, and to avail himſelf of their ſtrictures. 


HavinG given this ſhort account of his Harry, the àuthor now pre- 
ſents it to the world, with that mixture of hope and diffidence, which 
the partiality of friends, and the uncertainty of public approbation, na- 
turally excite. Of its merits he ſhall ſay nothing. In an age, and in 
a country, however, ſo highly cultivated as the preſent, one obſervation 
may not be improper. Should the Poem in ſome inſtances appear too 
irregular and abrupt in its conſtruction, the author begs it may not be 


1 


r 


Sr 


8 — * — rn Re 


2 


oy," 


1 
2 — 
1 - , jy 
p & 
4 Y l n 
7 Ty 
2g 6 
3 3 7M 
1 . 
J 3 
1 
= ＋ 
1 
- © » 
BY. 
4 7 
Ix 
4 + 
Wo 
£ EE 
L 
1 9 
8 
1 
*.M - 
xz 
l „ 
1 
- & 
! 2 
1 7 
1 1 
x 1.2 
$ TM 
: Fx 
2 1 
3 4 ; 
- = 
1 
: 
7 
1 
4 
5 
: 
i 
| J 
4 
CT 
4 
4 
1 
£7 
1 
$ 
4 
"TE 


. 


I ̃ 1 n 2 


8 | TO THE READER, 


imputed to inadvertency, but deſign. His aim was to render his tale 
rather intereſting than regular, and animated rather than correct. 
Nature and Paſſion indeed, were his chief objects; and as theſe can never 
derive ſuch energy from Deſcriptive as from Dramatic compoſition, it is 
almoſt unneceſſary for him to obſerve, that the ANciENT BaLLap has 
been his model, | | 

Wrrn regard to the Drpicariox, the author has only to ſay, that a 
ſenſe of propriety induced him to infcribe the Hazy to the GatLic So. 
cry. As the ſcene lies in the Hebrides, and the actors are the inha. 
| bitants of theſe parts, he was naturally led to preſent a Highland tra- 
ditionary Tale to thoſe who are the particular patrons and encouragers 
of ancient Poetry and Muſic in the Highlands of Scotland; and while he 
is free to acknowledge, that he experienced pleaſure in © ſtringing his 
Hare,” he is not aſhamed to declare, that he now feels a ſatisfaction in 
leaving this. teſtimony of his reſpect for a deſcription of men, whoſe 
conduct certainly lays claim to the approbation of their Country. 


« Nefcio qua natale ſolum dulcedine cundtos 
Pucit, ct immemores non ſinit eſſe ſui.“ 
Ovid. 
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HARP. 


4 LEGENDARY TALE. 


IN TWO PARTS 


PART FIRST. 


JL 
Sriz'5 is the Tempeſt's bluſt' ring roar; 
Hoarſe daſh the billows of the ſea —— 
But who on KIL DA's diſmal ſhore 


Cries Have I burnt my HA xp for thee!” 


IT 
Tis Cor, wild raving to the gale 
That howls to heath, and blaſted tree; 
Still as he eyes the leſſening ſail, 
Cries—* Have I burnt my HARP for thee!” 
A. 
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LD THE HARP. 


Bright was thy fame in Baza's iſle, 
oweet Bard! where many a rival ſung; 
Oft had'ſt thou wak'd the tear and ſmile 
As ſoft 2 FE een . 


IV. 
Oft had'ſt thou . the nale heart, 
(To Lovn I ween! and Pity true.) 
Till Moxa came to hear thy art; — 
Mora, with eye of ſoftening blue. 


V. 
The maid he oriz'd.above the throng 
That preſt to hear his raptur'd ſtrain; — 
The maid, who melted at the ſong, 
But trifled with leavers pain: | 


Long had he bore the treach'rous mile 
That cheriſh'd Hope, and left Deſpair; 
The promis'd Bliſs, which female guile 
As oft diſpers'd in empty air; 


Part A LEGENDARY TALE. 3 


„ 
Till ſhun'd by ev'ry conſtant maid; 
 Condemn'd by Friends; by Kindred preſt; 8 
Deceitful thus, in ſmiles array dl. 7 1 
Mon the ſorrowing youth addreſt. 


VII. 
« Too long, O Cor.! in plaintive moan 
Thou'ſt ſtrung thy Hazy to ſtrains divine; 
Add but two ſtrings of varied tone 
* This heart, — this yielding heart is thine.” 


Two ſtrings the youth with anxious care, 
Half doubtful to his Harp applies; 
And oft in vain, he turns each air, 


— 


n 
4 1 
= 
* 0 * 06 Y R PREY bo 
ety AAAS ZE 
— _L._. 8 3 


— —— — 
tae ten re —ͤ Ree 
—— 


— 
r 


And oft each varying note he tries; ny 


x. 
At length, (unrival'd in his art!) 
With new- born ſounds the valley rings; 
Cor claims his Mora's promis'd heart, 
As deep he ſtrikes the varied ſtrings! 


4 THE HARP, 


Three moons;—three honied moo 8 
Since CoL enraptur'd laugh'd at care; 
And oft the tuneful Harv he bleſt 
That won a nymph ſo good and fair; 


MIL 
Till mindful of thoſe tender ties 
Which FasHION's ſons would bluſh to name; 
With ſoften' d voice, and melting ſighs, 
He thus accoſts his peerleſs dame. 


8 Three months, dear partner of my bliſs! 

< Three flecting months have ſhed their charms, 
Since firſt I ſnatch'd the bridal kiſs, 

And claſp'd perfection to my arms: 


k XIV. 

« Yet Happineſs, however true, 

“ Muſt fade if ſelfiſh or confin'd;— 

« Your friends now claim affections due; 
The kindred tranſports of the mind! _ 


Part E A LEGENDARY TALE, 


« They think of Mora with a tear: 
© The gale invites—ar early day 
« To Cana's ſea beat ſhore we ſteer.” | 


The morn bluſh'd fair; mild blew the gale; 
The lark to heaven light warbling ſprings; 


Col ſmiles with love; ſpreads quick the fail; 


And ſweeps with raviſh'd heart the ſtrings! 
But ah! how ſhort the tranſient gleams 
That light with joy the human breaſt! — 
The Tempeſt raves, and wildly ſcreams 
Each frighted ſea fowl to her neſt. 


ITT 

High roſe the billows of the deep, 

That lately rolF'd ſerenely mild; 

And daſh'd near KizDa's awful ſteep; 
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For cold 's the form o'er which he hung s | 
With raptur'd eye the morn before; 1 paul” j 
And mute, and tuneleſs is the tongue 
That charm'd fo late on BAR a's ſhore; 


3 
And pale and lifeleſs is the check 
That glow'd ſo late with roſy hue; 
The eye that melting joys could ſpeak ' 
Is clos'd!—the eye of ſoft' ning blue. 


| XXI. 
Oft, oft her breathleſs lips of clay 
With frantic cries he fondly preſt; as 26 
And while a ſenſeleſs corſe ſhe r 
He ſtrain d her madly to his breaſt, — 


But who can paint with pencil true 

The ſcene, when ſighs firſt ſtruggling ſtole 
(Which thus by magic Love he drew) 
Deep lab'ring from her flutt'ring ſault 


8 
* 


* She breathes!” —ſhe lives! the Huſband cried, 
Life 's not yet fled this beauteous form! 
Protecting Heaven! ſome aid provide! — - 
« Shield—ſhield my trembler from the ſtorm!” 


Hard with che furious ſurge he ſtrove, 
His Love and fav'rite Hare tofavez 7 8 
Till deep in CRoNa's ſea-warm cove, ON 


He bears them ſafe from ſtorm and wave; 7 1092 


But Cove, nor Rate amen care | 
Could ebbing Life's warm tide reſtore! — | 
Pale, wet, and ſpeechleſs lay the fair ts 
By KiLDA's bleak and ſtormy ſhore; - 


XXVI. 
* No roof its friendly ſmoke diſplays! 


No ſtorm-ſcap'd plank, nor: turf, nor tree! — 


No ſhrub to yeild one kindly blaze, 


And warm my Love to life and me! 


Park grows the night! — and cold and ſharp. 
* Nought elſe remains I I burn my HA 
He cries, and breaks his Harp in twain. 


4 For thee, O Mona! oft it rung, 
* To guard thee from each rival's art; 
It guards from Death thy conſtant heart.” 


Bright flam'd the fragments as he ſpoke; 
One parting fg his Hazy he gave; 
The ſtorm-drench'd-fagy 

And ſnatch his Mox from the grave. 


THE 


HARP. 


4 LEGENDARY TALE, 


| IN TWO PARTS 


PART SECOND. 


| E | 
N ow heedleſs rav'd the ſtormy night, 
For inſtant Terror frown'd no more, 
And cheerful blaz'd the ſpreading light 
Round K11DA's dark and diſmal ſhore; 


II. 
And cheerful ſmil'd the grateful pair, 
And talk'd of Death and Dangers paſt, 
When loud the voice of wild deſpair 
Came ruſhing on the midnight blaſt. 
| 0 
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10 Tux HARD, 


1 
Cold horror ſeia d each Lover's heart. — | 
Ah me! what diſmal ſounds draw near! 
© Defend us Heaven! with ſudden ſtart 
Cried Moxa, thrill'd with frantic fear. 


One hand ſupports his trembling Wife, 
The other ſnatch'd his truſty glave; 


« My Harp he cries, has given thee life, 
And this, that precious life ſhall fave!” 


. 


5 V. 
« No danger comes,” deep figh'd a form, 


As near th e it ſhiv'ring ſtood; 


wreck'd by the Storm 
_* Implores the gen'rous and the good; 


No danger comes—ah me! forlorn! 
A wretch by Woes and Tempeſts toſt! — 


From Love—from Friends, and Kindred torn, 


And daſh'd on KILDA's frightful coaſt!” 


Part TE A LEGENDARY TALE, ns 11 


Reſtleſs with grief, at opꝰ ning day 
For LEwIs ile I ſpread the ſail; 

* Sweet roſe the lark with cheerful lay 
And ſweetly blew the flatt ring * 


« Ah Far relentleſs! thus to cheat 
Wich baneful lure and treach'rous ſmile! — 42 =_ 
« Were human ſuff rings not complete 
« Till wreck'd on K11.0a's deſert iſle!” 


IX. N | =_ 
M Lur'd by the light chat gleams afar, 
* With fainting ſteps theſe cliffs I preſt: — 
* O! may it prove a Polar ſtar, 
Jo guide to Prry's ſhelt'ring breaſt!” 


X. 
Quick from his graſp the falchion flies, : 
As Cor, each opening arm extends; 
Approach, ill fated youth!” he cries, 


* Here—here are none but ſuff ring friends! 


12 THE HARP, 


Like thee, we hail'd the matin fong, 
© The flatt'ring gale, and faithleſs tide! 
How ſweet! by zephyrs borne alon 
« My Hake and Mora by my fide!” 


\F. 


XII. 
* Why ſtarts the youth ?—approach—draw near. 
d Behold the wreekef frorm and wave. — 

« "Tis all that's left!—my Hax ſo dear 

„ I burnt, that Fair one's life to ſave!” 


XIII. 
Firſt pale, then crimſon grew his cheek, 
And ſorely ſhook his manly frame! 
His fault'ring tongue refus'd to ſpeak, 
Save to repeat his MoRA's name. 


XIV. 
A name, which oft had charm'd his ear, 
And e'en from childhood grew more {weet; 
A name, which Love had rendered dear 
And Sorrow taught h 


XV, 

Long had he nurs'd the kindling flame, 
Long, long poſleſs'd her virgin heart; 

But party feuds and dif rd came, 1 


Torn hapleſs thus all he lov'd, 
The wretched Wand' rer left his home; 
From iſle to iſle inceſſant rov'd;— 

His only wiſh—to idly roam! 


Oft had he brav'd the Tempeſt's war, 6 
Unaided in his flender bark; | 

Oft lonely ſteer'd by ſome faint ſtar ; let an? 
That glimmer'd thro th' involving dark; _ 


Off, oft uncertain whither driven, 
Or near ſome rock, or breaker borne; 
He d quit his helm to guiding hea 
And ſigh his chearleſs lot till morn. 
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